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PReFAt:E 

It is a hearty old saying that ^ Good wine 
necdslno bush.’' Why, then, should the master 
of a refidhouse hang out a sign, letting folk 
kifovv there is good drink within ? 

Consider the feelipg« of the laPhdlord, poor 
man. At once nettled and abashed, he ex' 
claims ; 

“Fray why sjtouUJ I stick a bough over 
my door ? My tavern is well bespoke for 
miles about, and all the folk know I serve 
notning #)ut good, honest liquor, — and mighty 
comforting it is of a cold i^ight, Tvl\ien the fire 
is Bright on the lieartja, 'c# refreshing on a 
Kot* ^ay either.” 

“Nay, but,” says the. stranger, “how should 
^•traveller know ol' this ? You must advertise^ 
man. Hang out your sign to attract the passer- 



lO 


# • 


by, and^ increase tAde. Trade's the' Ihjng. 
You should be a drivii^ business, with 

a cellar like y»urs.’' 

“ Huh," ref^lies the* taverner, “ I perceive 
that in die city \vhgre yoif come from it may 
not be a mark of character in nfafl to *rely 

wholly upon*hierit, but that if one w^uld ensu?^ 

• « . • 

success, he must sound a trumpet befo® him, 

* % ^ 

as the hypocrites do, that they may have glory^^ 

of men, as ^the Word says." * • ^ 

“Tut, man," says tfie* stranger, look at 

^ t * 

your friend John Doe under the hill ygnder. 
'Does^a wonderful* busine^i;# 511 over, 

the country for h^^ hoiwe-brtwed ale, and his 
pockets lined with gold.” * 

“ Yes," says *the host, “ Johji Doe is a g^od 
thrifty man and as fine a comrade •as you'd 

wish to 6nS, stUmg his hundred thousand 

• • • 

bottles a year. Cut #the gist of the •matter 

between us isn’t afi in q^uantity^ 111 be b(pdnd. 
Qiyility is something.^ And as for myself I 
y^ould as soon . have a bottle of wine as a ktg 

f ^ f 

of beer any day. Wjne is the poeUy of life, 



a man needs have, — meat for his, belly, a fire 

for his shins, anc^ generous wine to kegp him 

• • • 

in counteilancft with himself. And that’s no 
sum easy maftter in a difficult woj-ld,^ I can tell 

^ ft- • 

you. ’'yis wine that gives a man courage ar^ 
i^mance, and puts heart in him for jdeecfs and 
^ventures and all manner of plain ^holesome^ 

lovg. And# that, aftef all, is the mainspring 

# 

with n^ost men, hide it how they may. For 
what ever twas •doifef that was worth dping, 
and was not donS|fof a w#man or for the 
sake of a friend, I should like to know?” 
“^aybe I hadn’t thought of that,” says the 

stranger. You must have tasted some rare 

- • 

wine^in your time.”^ • * 

“ Nof so miich,^ says other, “ but I 
was *b©rn with 'X shrewd tasfe for it, you may 
say. Moreover I came ^f a people who w^re 
fa? farers in their day,_and have been abroad 
myself ifibre than once.^ So it comes you 
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PR^FAJCE 


find foreign vintages in my bins. There’s ^ 
some Greek w'ne I have,^ sir, that’s more 
than a centfiry old, I’ll wager ; and^ a r^re 
Moonwine, < vas they call it, picked up in an 
out-of-the-way {tort, that* wilL make you forget 
your sorrow like a strain of mustc ; fight wines 
from France,, too ; and some Heather Brose, 
very old and ^magical, such as the li^le dark 
people usfid to make hereabout in the timjs 
,of the Celts long ago, — and very good tim»G 
they were too. It is nc^ these da)fcs that Ijave 
all the wisdom ever was, you may be ^ure.” 

‘^‘^ou are nof such l^^bact ad^cate, aftoifc 
all,” remarks th<^ stran^eri^ “ You speak very 
invitingly.” 

“ Step insiefe,” stys the liyidlord. 

BLISS CARMAN. 


October lo, 190:^ 



OVERLORD 


fxa Kvpiov in ifii, 

m 

Lo^gLD of the grass and hfll, 

LorcV of the rain, * 

White* Overlord of will, 

Master* of pain, • * 

• 

I who •am dusT: and air 

* * 4 * • 

Blown through* the halls of death, 
Like a pale ghost of j^raycr — 

I am «thy breath. 

* iP 

• • • 

LorS of the bfade &nd leaf, 

• • • • 

Lo*rd of the bloom, 

Sheer Overlord of §rief,* 

Mast^ of do(5m, * 
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OVERLORD 


Lonely as wind or snow, 

Through the^ vague world and dim, 
Vagraiit and glad I go ; 

I ant* thy whfm. 

Lor^ of the storm and iull, 

tf 

Lord of the sea, 

T am thy broken gull, 

Blo^n far alee. 

« 

Lord of the har^Pe1!5t dew. 

Lord of fhe dawr| 

Star of the paling Dlue 

• _ 

Darkling and gone, 

Lost on The mountain height 
Where the tirst winds are stirred. 
Out of riie \^ells %)f night 
I anf thy 



OVERLORD 


L^rd of the haunted hush, 
Where raptures throng 
I am thy hermit thrusl^ 
Ending no songr 


Lord ,of the frosf and cold, 

% 

Lord of the North, 

Wlien the red sun grows pld * 
And day goes forth, 

• 

I {^wt ^.Sf this girth, — 

luro glad aitcj ffee, ♦ 

Earth to my mother earth, 

f 

Spi/it to thee. * 



TtLE PIPE^ OF PAN 

This is soinct/iiiii^' that I heard,^ 

Half a cry and half a word ^ — ‘ 

On a magic day in fnne^ 

In the ghoUly azure noon. 

Where the \z)ind amoiig the trees 
Made 'mysterious melodies. 

Such as those wJtich filled- •the^ eai'^i 
When the elder gods hfid^irtJu 

Ah, the world is growing #ld ! 

Of the jo^s^it n^sed to hold, 

Love and beaut}^ •n^u^c^hf^havc I 
* But the fragrant ^em^y. 

Once, ah, once, (yc k^ow*jthe story !) 
When the earth wa?* in her glory^ 
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THE PIPES OF PAN 

• ^ 

Er^ iman gave his heart to bree^ 

Iron hate and heartless greed,. 

Near a meadow by a streSm 
Quiet as an ageless dream* ^ 

I \^tc|jiAi from the green rim 
a beech grove cRol and dim, 
•Musing in the pleasant shade 
The €oft leafy sunlight made, 

CVhat should gleam and move«and quiver 

^ • 

Pown by the clear, pebbly river,* 

Wliere the tallest reeds, were growing 

• • • •• ^ • 

An^ the bluesjt ir^s blov^ung, — 

I 

Gleam a nfoment and then pass. 


(Ah, the darc-to-Iovc ^he was. 

In hci^ summer-fervid dress 

• • r 

Of sheer love and lov«jliness !) 

• ? • * 

Wayward,^ melting, shy., and fond, 

I 9 

Lissonie as a bulrush wand, 

J^resh as meadv«)wsw^et new-blown, 

I • • • 

Sandal» lost, and loosened zone, 
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THE PIPES^ OF PAN . 

Our own »white Arcadian 
Touched with rcy^e and creagiy tan, 
Eyes the colour that might fleck 
The red meadow lily’s ngck, 

Hair with the soft silky curl, 

Of some strayed patrician girl, » 
Beech-brown on the sunlit throat, 
Cheek of tawny apricot, 

Pai'ted lips ^nd breast aglow, — 

• • 

Who but Syrinx, as ye know ! 


Gone, swift as a darting swallT)w, 

What could young •Pan do^but follow?^ 
(Have ye fel^ the warm blood leap, 
When the soul awakes fr#m sleep, 

•At a glance from •some eferk^eye 

Of ^ sudden passing by ? — 

• ^ 

Known the pulse’s hurrieef throb 

« • • • 

And the breathing’s 4:atch and sob; 
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When upon his racj with Deatfi, 
,Life the rurjier halts foi* breath, 
^•rak«ing with a ha^jipy cry ^ 

His brief draught of cfsdtasy?) ^ 
Call It^dicl,* with on^ laughter 
*^Blown bkck, as I hurried t,'ifter ; 

Till I reached the riverside, 

> Where* I last had seen her gfide 

* • 

In among the rejd*;, and thc%e 

Lost her. But a breath of air 
Moved Jhe gra«s«heads, going by, • 
An^ I heard !l*c rushes* sigh. 


So the chase has always •pro^e^ ; 
Aild .Pan never* yet Jhas doved, 
Blit, the loVeti onci^all too soon 
Merged in music an^ wa^ gone, — 
itlelted like a passing ^train^ 
Vanished like a gust^of rain 
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THE PIPES^ OF^ PAN 


Or a footfall of the wind, 

Leaving no4: a ti^ice behind. | 

r 

All that once was Pitys stirs 


In the soft voice, of the frs. 

• * .r 

Lovers, when ye hear that sigK^ 

• f 

Not without a ^T)raycr pass by ! 

And^, O lovers, ,when ye hear, 

« 

On a mornmg soft and clear, 

All that onoe was Echo still 
^Vandefing from hill to hill, 

Breathe a prayer-' lest y^ stray, 
Lost upon the n% ountain ^fviy, 

And go seeking all your lives 
Love, when but hi.^ ghost i^urvivcs ! 


Then a swaying civer ^refcd , 

P'rcyn the water, for my need, 

]hi a dream I blind^ dre'w, 

Cut and fashioned, ganged and blVjw,- 



THE^ PIl^ES OF PAN 

a music as was played ^ 

Never yet sjnce eaAh v^s m^de. 
Shylling, wild and dazed^and thin, 

All my welling^ heart therein 
Tremjfled^ fill the piping grew 
•Ihire as fire and fine as de"^, 

Till confusion was untangled 

Frofn the crowding notes that jangled 

And a new-created \vorld • 

t • 

•To my wonder was unfurled, • 

St?her^ by sphere, as rhmbing sense 

• • • ♦ • 

loitered at Unmin<snce 

Of the fragile thing called soul 
^ust beyond , obi ivion*s goal. 

And creation’s open door ^ 

Kade me entef and oxolore. 


Slowly hill aild stream* and wood 

t • • • 

Mer^d and melte(J, for my mood, 
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#• 

With the colour of the sun 
In the pipe I placed ^apon. 

Slowly anger fr6m me fell, 

In the coil of*i*hat new spell 
I\5.y own ifiusic laid* on me, — # 

Likt* the grea^ rote of* the sea, 

Like the whisper of the stream, 
Like a wi:)od ^bird’s sudden gleam, 
Or the gusts ♦that swoop and pass 
Tl^rough ^thc ripe and seeding grasc 

Perfect rhythm and colour cast 

^ ^ • • • 

In the perfect mould at la.'ft. 

C . p 

f 

* • 

Slowly I came back to poise, — 

A new self^^with ottier joys^ 

Qther raptures than before/ 

* # • 

Harming less and helping more. 

I could strive no ^noif^ for (^ain ; 
Being was my*^true ciomain,^ 
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An9*the smiling peace that ever 

• • 

In the end outruns •endeavour. 

. # • 

Jt was not enough to do f 
• • 

I must feel, but reason to 0 ,* — 

• . t 

Find the jAfect form and fashfon 

• • 

JTor the elemental passion ; • 

*Else must blemish still be hurled 
On #iie beauty of the world,— * 
fjloom and clang and hate alloy 
iClolour,* melody, and joy, 

Ai^ the violence of error 

• • • • 

Fiy the earth sound and terror. 


So I Telt the subtle change, 

Large, enduring, keen^ *and sti*5.nge ; 
And on that djy long-ago 
I fiecame the goS ye know, 

^Made by musi^ out^f fnan. 

Now have*the*pipes of l^an, 
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THE PIPES OF PAN 

t « 

Which ye^ call by Syrinx’ name, 
Keeping bright ^ little fame^ 

Few folk ever Ihink upon. 

« 

Ah, but wherb* is Syrinx gone ? 


t/ie viottniain tzvili^/it siolc 

« 

Through the 7voods fro'tn bole to bole^ 
A du)}ib* ivaf^der setting free 

Rv^ry shy divinity ^ 

• • 

I d^ecame^ aware of each 

Prese? 2 ce^ aspen^ bass, a?id beech ; 

* ^ ^ • • • 1 

A7id they all foiin^ 7)oi(\ made 

A gree7i music i?i the shade, * 


Therefore, therefore, mortal man, 

V 

When ye hear the pipes Pan, 

Marvel not that tl\ey should ho[d 

€ 

Something sad and calm and old, 
Li}ce an eerie minor Strain* 

• » € t 

Running through the strong refrairn 
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• • 

All there is of human woe 
Pan has fathomed lAng a^o ; 

All of sorrow, all of ill, • 

Kindly Pan remembers stih^; 
Disapj¥)in4T[lfent, grief, disdain, 

Rifled impulse and* bleak p^yn, — 
*Pan*has learned them; Pan has known 
Hurl^^ and passions of his owji. 


TMis Pan knows the secret hid 

t • • • 

Uitder the Gr^^t ^Pyramid ; 

Why youn^ lovers for their love 
JThink the stars are light enough, 
And fiiey very well may house 

f • * 

lo the odorous# fir bbtjighs, — 

• • , # 

T^hink thgre^ is <io ligh| of day 

f * • 

With the loved one gone away, 

•Use in life, nor ple^Rura^itnore 

• • A* • 

By the hearth o^^ji^yt of door, — 
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THE PIPES OF PAI5^ 

• • 

Since all things begin and end 

But to glad the little friend, 

• ' f 

And all gladness is forgot 

» 

Where the little friend is not. 

« 

Thus Pan n^elts youi^ human neart 
With the magic of his art. 

f 4 

Yet, O heart-distractcd man, 

When you l\par the pipes of Pan, 
IVJarvel not that they shbuld holdt 
Something sure and strong and bold, 
Like a dominant refrain 

Heartening the minor strain. 

« 

* • 

Come into the woods once more ; 
Leave the \ire anci ^'3*Iose t^e door ; 
Trust the spirit tliat has made 

c • , c 

Musical the light and shade, 

f 

Still to guard yoVi, s^ill to* guide you. 
Somewhere in the woo& beside yoii^ 
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Pace* for pace upon the road 
To your larger next ^bode. 

"though the world should \%y a finger 
On your arm to bid you linger 
Ye^shay neitfcer fialt nor* tarry 
^fljttle Idc the load }*e carry !)^ 

When ye hear the pipes ot* Pan 
» Shrill^and pleading in the*van. 

^’TSs the music that has freed j^ou 
F/om the old life,*a1id shall lead you, 
Gently wise and strongly fond, 

•To ±he greater life beyond. 

•I • 

Yet I whisper to you, “Stay; 

That new life is here ; to-d^y 
^ • • 

In youf home, whose roof shall rise 

From the groun^ befayne^your e«5^es.’’ 


» For Pan loves you a^ is near. 
Though no music ^ou •should hear. 



2% th£ pipes of pa^ 

I 

Hearken, hearken ; it will grow, 

Spite of bitterness aMd woe, 

f « 

Clear and sw^t and undistraught, 
(This old earth’s impassioned thought,) 
^And the sorry heart shall Itcvn 
What no rapture coiild discern. 

All the music ye have heard : 
Mountain brook and orchard bird ; ' 
Fifers in tl>e April swamp. 

Fiddlers leading August’s pomp 
All the mellow flutes of June 
Melting on the mating^ > 

Pale tree cricket with his belf 
Ringing ceasefessly, and well, 

Sounding silver to the brass 

Of his coflsin in tke grass ; 

* * 1 * 

Hot cicada clacking by,, 

When the air is dusty dry ; 

Old man owl, with ^noiseless flight, 

<- c ^ ^ 

Whoo-hoo-hooing in^the night; 
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Surf erf ocean, sough of pine ; 

Note of warbler, shat*p and fine ; 

{lisin^ wind and falling ratn. 

Lowing cattle on the plains* 

A?id tkat l^f^dly noticed sound 

Vi^hen the apples cfilne to grpund, 

, » 

On the long, still afternoons. 

In tite shelter of the dunes ; 

^ » 

Chir and guggle, bark and c<y, 

Bleat, hum, twitter, coo and sigh^ 

MAv and belling, hoot and bay, 

J • » • 

Cktek and chi^|uy, croak and neigh, 
Whoof and cackle, whine and creak, 
Jlonk and chatter, and squeak ; 

VVolf*and eagle, mink and moose, 

Lach for his own jc!^us use * 

• ^ • • 

yttering ^the h^^art’s desire 

As the season bade aspire ; 

• Folk of mead(dw, cr'cfg, and dale, 

* • • • 

Openr barren and deep swale, — 
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THE PIPE? PAN 

Every diyerse rhythm and time 

Brought to ord^, rahged in^ rhyme : 

All these bubl^lin" notes once ran 
*=> « 

Thrilling throfigh the pipes of Pan. 

* 0 

Think you Pan forgets the 
Learned beneath the slim new moon* 

# f 

When these, throbbings all were blei^i; 

T<x the dominant intent ? 

‘ 

All the beauties^e have seen : ^ * 

Autumn scarlet, 3^oung green ; 

Floating mists that drift and follow 
Up the dark blue rpountain^ hollow ; 
Yellow sunlight, silver spray; 

The wild cleaturcs iSl their play ; 
.Through still hourj the fl«>ating^seed 
Of the thistle and milkweed, 

t 

And the purple a*steft snowed 

jt t • ® 

In a drift beside the road ; 
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• ^ 

Swarthy fern by pebbly shoal ; 

• » 
Mossed and mottled »beech-tree bole 

fireflies in a^dewy net, • 

When the summer eves are* wet ; 

• » 

All the. briglft, gay-coloured things 

• • 

B'j*oyed in air on bilianced wjngs ; 
All earth’s wonder ; then the sea 
In h> lone immensity 
C/nly tlie great stars can sha^e, 

And the* life unco\mted there 
Whfcre the coral gardens lie 
And the painte-^ droves go by, 

In the watc*r-light and gloom, 

^^ilent till the day of jloom* : 

These •have lent, as beauty can, 
Colour to the pipes vsf^ran. * 


Think you Pan^ forgeks 
Of th^r primal m^lodV,-jK^*<£^^ 
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Phrase and motive to revive 
Every drooping soul alive ? 

‘All the wilding rapture shai'j^l 

' I 

With the loyed one, Svhcn ye dared 

(Lip to lip and knee to knee) 

P'orce the door of destiny, — 

Greatly loved and greatly gave, 

Xoo divine to stint or iave ; 

All the passion ye have poured 

For the joy of the ado^re^^ 

Spending without thought or ^measure 

Young delight* and^ priceless treasure, 

Grown immortal in the hour ^ 

When fre§ii manH<^J came in flower ; 

c , *• 

r All the ecstasy unpent 
From sweet ardours fincJing vent 

t 

In the coming oVi cfC sprii^g, 

& t t ^ 

When the rainy uplands ring, 



THE PIPES OF PAN 3:^ 


And *the misty woods unfold 
To the magic as of cjd ; 

A^l the hot, d^elicious swoon* 

6f the teeming summer noo^:*, 

» , 

Whpn tj;ie ye-^r is brouglit to prime 
By^the *bees among 1fhe thym^, 

And £ach mortal heart mac^e over 
By tl^ wind among the clover : 

AS these glad things ye shall ^find 
Wj^ith a ^ee and sfngle mind, 
Drer^ming eye and cheek of tan, 
Eur^^ing in the jipes of Pan. 


tJie forest uJind weiii by , — 

Half a zvord and Judf a » 

. ♦ * 

On at magic fiig/g t7i 

Wfic.M the 'lvihid)vv^ site hi mooji 
Flooded the bhie i)iou)itain clove, 

a • * 

A^id the streams in my iieech grove 


3 
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Uttered secrets strange and deep. 

Like one talking in his sleep. 

Would ye enter, maid and •ipan, , 

The novit'S^te of Pa'ri ? 

Know the secret of the strain 
Lures you^ throucjh the summer pla'n, 
Guess the meaning of the thrill 
Haunts you on the aulumn hill 9 
Would ye too contrive a measure 
Out of love, to fill your JJeisure ? 
Learn to fashion a flute-reed'' 

That should answer to love’s need, 
When the spirit in you cries 
To be given for rr^ chid ^uise 
Others may peregive and loye^ 

Fcair and much accounted of, — 

4 ^ 

graves to be the tenant heart 

4 C 4 * 

In some wild, new, Jovely art, 
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SuQh haunts the glades of spyng 
When the woodlands '‘bloom and ring 

m 

9^ * • 

While the silver ^ight still Broods 
On •the*moi>n1:ain solitudes, 

the great white* pi ane^ SL*ill 
Is undimmed upon the hill, — 

Ere hint of subtile change 

' « • 

Steals across the purple rangej 

, • • 

T^ arouse the sleeping bird, — 

Hear the^wise r^ld master’s word, 
Whefli he leads ^fhc# pregnant notes 

j 

I"rom the reedy golden throats, 

A^id the traveP/^r, in their spell, 
Halts, and wonders '^liat^the}# tell ! 


Hefe is Pay’s, gropen floM^er, the earth, 

• • 

‘He has tended without dearth, 

* • 

'Brought to blossom, fruit, and seed 

• • • • 

By^e ^ap’s imperioijf; need, 
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When the season of the sun 
Sets its fervour fred' to run. 

/ . I 

Sap of tree and pith of man, 

Ah, but theV are dear to Pan ! 

« * 

« 

Not a creature stirs or mof^e^, » 

* « 

fiut Pan hi-'artens aftd approves ; 
Not a beinof loves or dies. 

But Pan knows the sacrifice. 

Man or stripling, wife or maid, 

• « 

?^an i.*^ ever by to aid ; * 

^ And no harni can come to you* 

• ♦ ^ \ 

But his great li^art t, too. 

Love’s use Jet the joiner prove 

% ^ 

By the fit of torffjue an^ groove ; 
Or the smith, w^ose foiige’s, jjay 
Stj'bborn metal must obey ; 

•Let the temple-buTlders ©wn, 

• • # • 

As they mortise st(jne to stone ; 
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Or fhe^^ailbr, when he reeves 

Sheet and halliard through the sheaves ; 

' # * 

Ojf th^ potter, from whose ^heel 

Fair and finished shapes ups*tfeal, 

• * 

As by ftfiagi«*of command, 

» 

Guided by the loving' hand. 


*Ye* behold in love the tether 
Binding '^he great Vorld together ; 

For '^vithout that coil of wonder 
rhcc^round world would fall asunder, 
And your hdarts be filled with sadness 
Ai a great god’s seeming niadness. 
Where they now have peace, and hope, 
Sogiewhere, somohow,'^uA«Tie will’*ope, 

• . * f % 

And the loneliness be sated, 

•And the longing tJe abated 
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Melting, fragrant, starry-eyed, 

« 

Like a garden in its pride, 

f I 

Odorous with •hint and rapture 

* 

Of soft joys ‘no word can capture. 


Ah, the sweet Pandean strain ! 

t •. 

He who h^ars it once shall gain 
Freedom oft the open door, 

\yilling to go back no more. 

When ye hear the sea pipes thunder? 

• • ^ 

Bow the loving heart in »wondcr ; 

When ye hear the wood pipds play. 
Lift the door ^latclj and away ; 

When ye hear the hill pipes callitfg, 
Where th?: pure ( 39 ^ brcioks are fallin 
Follow till your feet hav^ fouijd 
The desired forgotten ground, 

And ye know, past® all unlearning, 

By the raptured quench of yearning,, 
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• • 

Whaf tjic l^reath is to the reed / 

* • 

Whence the magic notes arc freed, — 

What new life the gods discover 

To the loved one and the l^ver, 

• ^ 

Wlvin iheir j^ftibled dreafns come •true 

• • 

Ini#the wondrous fail* and ne\v. 


F8r the music of the earth, 

Helping 'joy-of-heirt to birth, 

(Fi<?ld note, wood note, wild or mellow, 

M f • ^ ^ * • 

Bidding all things fare and fellow,) 
Means that ’wisdom lurks behind 
The enchantment of the mind ; 

And >^our longing keen and tense 

V HI * » 

Still must trustjithc of sense, — 

• ’ ^ ^ ^ 

Hint of colour, form, ana sound, — 

Till it reach the perfect round, 

And complete^ blend* its’ strain 
With4he haunted*pipes again. 
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Ye must learn the lift and thrill 

That elate the wood pipes still ; 

« • 

Feel the ecstasy and shiver 

« 

Of the reed 'notes in the river : 

k 

Shudder *to the minor trace^ 

In the sea’s, eternal ttass, 

I 

And ^ive back the whole heart’s treasui 

# " • 

To supfemf the music’s measure, % 

• 4 

Glad that kive should sink and sound 
AJl the, beauty in earths bound. * 


All this loveliness which ran 
Searching through J:hc pipes of Pan, — 

All this love must merge and blenA 

• • ^ ^ 

With Pan’5 piping«W the«end. 

• ' 

.All the knowledge ye draw ne^r 
At the ripening of the year. 

Living one day at if time,. 

Innocent of fear or crime, 
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(WJien'^the mountain slopes put oli 

Their brave scarlet in the sun. 

• • • 

^hei\ the sea assumes a blue 

Such as April ne^er knew, 

And the maifthes, fields, and skies 
SiiTg with colour as^day dies,^ 
Peaceful, undistracted, free, 

In y#)ur earth-born piety ; 

Afl the love when friend for friend 
Dared rfiisfortune to the end, — 
Frotited .failure- flouted harm, 
Fot^the sake (^f folding arm, — 

Bravelier trod the earth, and bolder, 

♦ 

For the touch ,of hand* on shoulder ; 


All the homely smiles and t^ars 

Ever given childish yedfl*s ; * 

• • % 

Eyery opejn,^ generous deed 
Lending help to human need ; 
Every kindlin^iis to a^e, 

Ey;>ry* impulse true ^|tnd sage, 
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Lifting concord out of strife, 

€ 

Bringing beauty inta life : 

* « 

These no feebfc faith can ban 
Ever from the pipes of J^an. 


Think you Pan forgets the scheme 

Or^the ^cadence of his theme? 

0 

Ah, your wk must still discover 

• # ^ 

No mere madness of a lover, 

Pleadstrong, whimsical, and blind. 

0 0 ^ ^ \ 

But a prompting^ sane find^ kind. 

Scope and purpose, hint and plan, 
Lurking in the pipf^s of Pan ; 
Calling ever, smooth and clear, 
Courage td the Heading eur ; 

, Fluting ever, sweet and high^ , 
Wisdom to the passer-by ; 

Sounding ever, soft •and fa^r, 

• • • * 

Happiness no grief can mar. 
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• • 

Th^s e?icha.ntment Pan bequeaths 
Unto every lip that breathes ; 
Running untcf every hand ^ 

Agile under will’s command*^ 

Unto eivery^kuman heaht* 

Tlie infieritance of m't, 
iLighied only by a gleam 
Of tjie dear and deathless dream,-. — 
P3wer out of hurt and stain . 

To bring beauty l^aVk again, 

An^l life’s loveliness restore 
Tofa toiling age once more. 


Yes, tlie world is growing old. 

But the joys it •used to hold, 

I^ove and. beauty, only grow 

♦ 

Greater as they come and go, — 
•Larger, keenefj and fnore splendid, 
Se,3n •to be superbly blended, 
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As the ^^adenced years go by, 
Into chord and melody, 

Strong and clear as ever ran* 
Over the rudet pipes of Pan. 

» 

So the mil s Id pcissed and died 
In the dark gree^n 7nountam side ; 
2' he entranced ravine took on 
A 'new purp/\^ faint a7id zvan ; 
And I heard across the bush 
A far solitary j/irush ^ ^ 

From the hentlocks^ deep Knds^ still 

c 

Fluting day upon the hill. 
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MARSYAS, 

In Celaenae by Meander lived ^ youth 
^ > 

• ^nce long ago* ^ 

^nd we passion'* great and splendid 

• / 

brimmed his heart to overflow, — 

* Filled the world for him 'CVath beaut;^, 

» » • 

sense and colour, joy and glow. 

> 

• * 

Not Ambition and not power, love nor 
luxury nor,fam\ i 

j •» 

Beckoned him to join tAeir pageant, sum- 

• j • * 

moned Manias by name, 

Bidding unreluctant^ spfirit dare to keep 

tf • * 

^ ihe soaring aim* 
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But tht^^ sorceries of music, notfe and rap- 
ture, tone and thrill, 

Sounding the serene enchantment over 
meadow, .stream and hill, 

Blew for him the undesistinj^* mag’c call- 
note, followed still. 

And he. followed. Heart of wonder, how 
the keen blue snioke upcurled 

From the shepherd huts tO heaven ! Hov^ 
% 

the dew lay silver-pearled 

Where sleek^s^ed cattle wandered thro ’gh‘ 
the morning of the world I 

c 

• 4 

On a stream bank lay the idler drekming 
dreams — for Si:)ring — 

And he heard tlie frogs in chcjrus make 
the watery marshes *ring ; 

Heard new corner^ ai their, nesting in the. 
vineyards pipe and sing ; 
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Heard ^the river lisp below him/ heard 
the wind chafe rped on reeci ; 

Every earth-imprisoned creature finding 
vent and voice at need.^y 

f 

Al\! il^only^i*so could r?ioVtal longing and^ 
% denght be freed^! 

Hark ! What piercing unknown cry comes 
• sFealing o'er thC forest ground, 
]Jouring > sense and'' soul together in an 
» ecstasy new-found ? 

’Dream’s fulfilment brought to pass ana 

• » 

life untethered at a bound ! 


Then fit pauses, and the youth beyond 
the river-bepd f^srrifves 
A divine one in hdr beauty stand, half- 
hidden by tlTc leaves, 

Fingering a wondrous wood-pipe, whence 
the clear sourfd j8ys o? grieves. 
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As he i looked, entranced and .musing at 
the’ marvel of tjie strain, 

All her loveliness uncinctfjred with ' a 
madnes.^ touched his brain, 

'-’And lovt, like a vernal fev/^r, dyed him 
with its scarlet r>tain. ' , 

But Athene, glancing downward in the 
silver of the stre;:m, 

As she fluted, saw her , perfect m^uth dis- 
torted by a seam ; , 

Faltered, dropped, aiid,* ^ discbnce^^ted; 
seemed to ponder hall in dream 

» 

For a rueful moment ; and then vjith re- 

luctarxe tosii -d ^’le reed 
' ^ () 

She had fashioned ^in a happy leisure 
mood to serve her {leed 
Baclc into the tr.anc^uil river, nothing but 
a river weed, ♦ 
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• • 

All tfie ^curtning life that filled it qj^nched 
and spilt and flu«g away, 

To go seawartl to oblivion ^on a wander- 

• • 

ing stream. Ji^ut stay ! X* 

The, yqiLing ^fihrygian l^d* has s^en it, — 

^ • 

• marked the current set his way, — 

Stooped and picked it from the .wattfr ; 

0 ^ • 

► 4rffnt the treasurc^trovc to Jlip ; 

Bjown hvs first breath, faint yet daring * 
^felt the wild notes crowd and slip ^ 
into- m^fody^ ancf meaning from each 

r • • 

testing fcnger-tip. 

Then, #h, then had mortal spirit sweep 

and room a^ las^ tqj^range •* 

• # 

The Ibst limits of crei!tion®and the border- 

• • • 

lands of change. 

All earth's loveliness^ ti^nsmuting into 

• . §• • 

something nevA^ anfl strepnge ; 
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\ * « 

All of^ beauty, all of knowledge^ 411 of 
woifder, fused ^nd caught 
In the rhythrflus of the rrRisic, weavihg 

i, • < ^ 

out of ‘..^ense and thought 
'^And a ‘'touch of ‘'love the fabric out of 

I * • 

I which the world' was wrought. 

And the joy of each new cadence, as the 

glad n<;)tes pressed and cried, * ’ 

, Eager for the strain’s fulfilment,, as they 

rose and merged and died , 

*"ln the music’s utmost measure, frlled^^ the 
' * • 

rose-grey mountain side," — 

I 

Touched the sheep-bells in the nsHiadow, 
mov^d the tj^^sh^s iq the stream, 

s 

And suffused tHfc yduth with glory 4s he 
passed from theme^' to theme ; 

Made him as the gods of morning in the 
ampler a‘ir of 'dream. 
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Ah, *what« secret, what enchantrient so 
could help the h^man need,"^ 

ScLve the breath of life tfJat lingered in 

• • 

the hollow of the reed, /• 

# 

Since ^le careless moutH of beauty^ blessed 
it— witk so littlo heed ? 


There he stood, a youth transfigured ‘in 
young worlfl’s goldei'v glow. 

Made iqimortal tn* a moment by th(^ 
# music’s melting flow, 

Pattern of the artist’s glory for the after 

• • • 

years tcf know. 


There iie stands for us in picture, with 
the pipe wh^reoi^ ht}^ plays > 

• j 

The slow, large-eyed* catfle wonder, and 

• . • • 

the flocks for|;et to grazaj 
While upon the hill a thepherd turns and 
lisjens in ama:?e. 
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In the \5loods the timid creatures, ‘reassured, 
approach and pfer, 

Half aware th<J charm\s allurement thdy 
< * 
must fc/iipw as they hear 
•) 

'Is the fiitst farddoked-for presage of the 
, banishment of fe/\r. * 

t 

Silence .> falls upon the woodland, quiet , 
settles on the pHin ; 

!^arth and air and th6 hlue heaven, witlv 
' out harm or taint or stain, » 

Are restorccl to their old guise of k;rge' 
serenity again. 

Thus the player at his piping fa the 
early '^mode Vnd ^graye 

Took from Wisetom 'the inventress what 
the earth in bounty’ gave. 

And therein to*^ raumd completion put 
the beatiifg heSrt Snd brave. 
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So *yoif artists and musicians, eai^ awaits 
perfection still ; * ^ 

^Wisdem tarries by ♦the bmokside, beauty 
loiters on tliie hill, ^ 

Fof tlip loj^^e that shall reveal them with 

♦ • 

the yet undreamed-of ♦skfll. 


be therefore all your jmssion, the 
one ardour thaj ye spenV 
To enhance the craft’s achievcmdit w^tli 
si^^tifica’ .m^ ^^nd trend, 

Maying faultless i?he wild strain that else 

§ 

were faulty to the end_. 


Love must lend the m^^ic cmd^nce — that 

♦ 

• ^unearthly c^dnf; fall 
When the* simple sweet earth-music takes ' 
us captive past recall, 

*And the lovaL4 one and .the lover lose 

• • ♦ 

Tfiis world, norgcarc at all. 



SVR*xNX 

Once J saw (0 breath of Summer !) in 

t f 

the azure prime %:>{ June, 

When the Northland* t»j;kes her a joy anfl 
'' sets her wintered life in tune, < 

Yhe soft wThd come dovvn the river, wijere* 

' * ♦ 

a heron slept .at noon ; • 

0 ^ 

Stir the ripc,ning ^meadow-grasses, I?ft the 
lily-pads, an^' stray 

' Through the tall green ranks, of rushes 

' 

Oowing to Its ghostly sway ; 

Then I heard, it, l?ke a i^diisper of the 
world, take voice^ and say : 


. 54 , 
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“ IVlortal, loy the woodwind’s mu^ur and 

the whisper of the stream, 

• # • 

I, whp am the breath of grasses and the 

soul of Sumjper’s dreanf"^ 

• • ^ • 

Once was S>}^rinx, whom a great god loved 

• • 

• and lost and m&de the theme 

Of his mournful minor music. -Nay, I 

‘^who had worn T:hc guise# . 

• • 

Which cfllured hiiti, yet eluded, vanishing 

♦ before his eyes, 

•• • • 

\Vh/n his heart ^held lonely commune, 
taking ‘counsel to devise 

“ Somf new solace for sad ^ lovers that 

• • 

• should give^he spiA vent, 

• • • 

Lovelier tljap speech of mortals where the 

stricken soul* is pent 

And the longiijg gropJs for language largp 

• * • 

^Tiiough for beauty’s bent ; 
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“ When\ he drew the reeds ahd # ranged 
them, rank by rank from low to shrill, 

t . « 

Bound them w\th the flax together — ;! was^ 
inspiratWi still, ^ 

1 was heartache crying thrcugh them, I 

* i 

* was echo on the^ hill. • 

4 . 

Ahd forever I am cadence, joyous, well- 
ing, sad. or fond,*' 

When the breath of gocl (5r mortal, breaking 
time’s primeval bond, ^ 

felows upon the mouths of wood ancfi’ alf 
the mellow throats respond. 

' ( 

Not a flute, but I have hidden ^In its 

haunted holl^sv mou\d ; 

# ^ ‘ 

, In the deep Sicilian twilighj, , when the 
shepherd piped to /old, 

I ^ have been the ^eehe calling of the Pan 

c *- * 

pipes rude and old ; 
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‘ From ihe* ivory monaulos, when t^e soft 
Egyptian stars • ^ ^ 

Sentried Cleof>atra’s^ garden^, ‘through the 
open window^bars 9 ^ 

I want»fortht*a splendid torment, *o*er the 

• • 

•dreaming nenuphars. 

In the silver-mounted laurel played by 
' some Byzantine*" boy, 

I •was frefizy, when* tfie throng nigljt aftei 
•night went mad for joy, 

As tille dancer Theodora m^de tlie Emperor 
her toy.* • 

In tht boxwood bound with gold I drew 

• •^ • 

* my captive.s*p|down me Nilc^ 

• • 

To the lo^e-feasts of Bubastis, lovers by 
the thousand* file, 

Willing conver^f to nfy l^ve-call, children 
the changefess smile. 
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‘‘ Baby\^nian Mylitta heard me keep . the 
limpid tune, ^ 

* 4 * 

When the lowers danced before her a]^ 

the feast of the ne^ moon, 

^Till the' rosy flowers of b6a:Uty through 

‘ ♦ 

* her sa(?red grovds were strewn. * 


‘‘ And Sidonian Astarte and the i^sian ' 
Cypriote 

Knew ^the large, unhurried mefksure of 
my earth-sweet pagan rote, ^ 
When the danqing youths before them 

followed me from note to note. 

‘ ( 

• . 

“Where some lithe Bithynian flitce-boy 

« * • 

nude ^nd gotden in^lche sun, 

« « ‘ 

^ Set his red mouth to the t'^iri pipes, I 
^vas in 5ach pause and rufi. 

When his manfiootl tool^^ the meaning 
of the love-notes one by one. 
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Aijd amid the fields of iris by tbe blue 
Ionian sea, • ^ 

I was ^solemn-lhiearted sweeftid^s and pure 
passion soon to be 

In the •dark Jtaired little maid wlio piped 

# • 

•her budding melody. 

I was youth and love and ^'^pture,* I 
, was madness in* their veiits, • 

Calling tlirough fhe heats of Summer* 
•callii^ in Jhe soft Spring rains, 

?ronf the olive ^rygiau hil^ides and 
the deep Boeotian plains. 

‘‘ I buff blew, and mortals followed ; I 

♦ but breathedJi and ttfey wei^ glad, — 

• • • ^ 

King and iji^ndicant and sailor, courtesan 

• and shepherd* lad ; 

•Ror there is n(^^ creed •nor canon laid on, 
roaisic’s myriad^ 
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‘‘ Not ,a tribe nor race nor people born ’ 
in h'arkest savagery, 

Dwellers in tlie Afric ^forest* or the r’sland^ 

V 

of the .^ ea, , 

But I wooed them from thfcir waV-dTums 
' — made them gentle — set them bree. • 

Silence fell upon the tam-tams thro|^bing* 
terror through the night, 

•And the prayer- gongs ceased tb conjuVe 
cowering vilUiges witl^^. frighjb 
When my cool note,, clqar as morning, 
called them to a new delight. 

/ 

‘‘I, the breath of flute and oboe,^ golden 
wood and sViver re^J, 

Put away their fear, and , taught them 
A with my love-tone to give heed, 

^When the love gfew large within them, 
to the lovely spirit’s need. ^ 
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6i • 

‘ Henceforth no mere frantic rhythm of 
beating foot and patting 
Noi^ monotonous marimba ccfild suffice for 
soul’s demand, 

Whep Joy galled her wayworn t:hildren 

^nd^Peace wandened througji the lanc^. 

• • 

Love must build a better music than 
strumming ft.mbouring 
Tp ensphere his \vt)rfds of wonder, ^heighU 
tand depth and space between, 

Uca^re^ands for Soul, the lover, to 

• • 

preempt* as his demesne. 

‘‘ So h® took the simple rec^-note, as a 

. dewdrop clejj; and rbund, 

• • • 

Blew it (jryigic of creation !) to the 

tenuoiB profound 

Of sheer gladness, U^hf and colour of 

ik ^ • 

tJie universe oT sound. 
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\ 

‘‘ And there soars the shininjX structure, 
toK'^ on tone star on star. 

Spheres of., knowledge ar.d of beauty, 
where' love’s compensations are, 

■And the plenitudes of spirit rnove to 
rhythm without., a jar ; r 

“ [pvery impulse in its orbit swinging to, 
the utmost range ^ 

Of the normal sweep of being, through 
' unfathomed gulfs of change, 

^ i 

Poised, unswerved, and never fi2.^<;lin’g 
aught unlovely or unstrange. 

When some dark Peruvian lov-^r set 
the love-flute to his , lip, 

I was the new soft enchantment loosed 
upon the dusk, to dip 
Through the trees c.and thrill the loved 

^ t' 

one from warrii nape to finger-tip; 
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£ 

Till she could not choose but follow 

• • 

where my player ^piped for J?.ftr ; 

So«I roused Wie love withi/i Jier, set the 
* gypsy pulse astTr, * ^ ^ 

With my wiJ,^ delicious f>leadin^, strong® 
^as hicefise, fine ^^s myrrh. ^ 

• • • • 

# 

‘‘ When for love the Winnebago took bis 
Vourting-flute a»d played^ 

His wild Jheme for^dAys togetlicr near the 

• • 

^lodge door of his maid, 

I* w%s itfual and Irapture of the triumph 
he essa 3 *ecf 

• • 

“And^y brown Malayan fovers pierce 
the living g^ld bamT)oo, * 

Tor file lone melodioufe accents of the wind 

• • • 

to wat^der through, 

While my haunting spirit«tells them many 
a secret olJ and ttue. 
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' » 

“ In the soft Sumatran pan-flu?te with its 
notes I plead ; 

am help to fhe Marquesamin his slender 
scarle^^rced ; 

^^From tl;^ immemorial East^ I draw my 
dark-eyed gypsyt breed. 

' Ghukma, Dyak, Mahalaka, Papuan and . 
Ashantj 

Hillmen from the Indiah snows, canoemen 
' from the Carib sea, 

# 

^Tribesmen from the world’s twelve co^ner^, 
at my whisper come to Vne — 

‘‘ All the garlanded earth-children in their 
gala '(bright array, 

Laughing like file leaves, or sighing like 
^the gracs-hcads wh9ch I sway; 

For my lure is* s\f?"ift to lead them, and 

' , f 

my solace strong ?o stay. 
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“And the road must melt before them and 

» • 

their piping fill ^ll lands, 4^* 

Till a new iirorld at thei/ fluting like a 

» • • • 

magic flower expands, ^ 

An^ foul’s ^^inexplorcd clominiofi is sur® 

• reifdered to them* hands. 

Did not I, the woodbreatli, calling, make 
thy mortal pulses ring, ^ 

./^nd thy« many-seAsftned rooftree with it^ 

• dusty rafters sing ? ^ 

•• • # # • . ^ 

Wa^ not I the long, sweet love-throb in 

• • • r 

the muSic-house of Spring? 

• • 

“ Thin#c how all the golden* willows and 
^ the maples, •crimson-keyed,^ 

Kept the rare appointed Season, flowering ^ 
at the* instant need, • ^ 

When the woo^-pipes®g?fve my summons 
ajtd the marsfly flutes Verc freed ! 


S 
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Love be, then, in every heart-beat, when 
the ^'-^ar comes round to J une, 

And life reachVs up to raptoire, lingeriftg 
on the''pprfect tune, 

As this evening in your vaj.ley silvered 
by the early moon/’ ‘ , 

Thus I heard the voice of Syrinx, by 
< the drea<ny river shore, 

' » I 

Sift and cease, as one might pass ''through 
' a large room and close the door ^ 

And I knpw myself a stranger on *^fthis 
lovely earth no more. 



TlfE MAGIC FLUTE 


Hear, O Syrinx, thou • lost dryad ! 

► • 
Marsyas, thou lyortal, hear T 

If to lovely and fr^e^spirits it® is granted 

# • • • 

to draw near 

A^id rev'#lit the* w^ole earth fr<3m some 
far off a j^d^ twilight sphere, * 

% 

• • 

Like tlffe limpid star of eveniyg hanging 
^ o’er the darj^.hill brow, ® 

Globed in to touch tfiis valley where 

‘ a worslfipper \ bow, • 

O* give heed, apd of ;^our wisdom help , 

# ® 

a .Ciortal lover now I 
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• ( 

Lend him, novice at your ‘fluj-e-wprk, 
learr^T of the magic cry, 

Something, Itotvsoever faulty® of that cun- 
ning ecstasy, — 

^riie inevitable cadence where«‘|he r^ipbires 
pause ;\nd die,— ^ * < 

mm * ' 

« 

Ydu coulcj marshal at your bidding from 
• the wind-blown river reeds, — 

^ t 

Mark to rhythm and mould to beauty,-* - 
.plastic for perfection’s, needs ; * 

Skill to give the spirif lodgment \tiiere 

the longing fancy leads !* 

• 4 

*■ « 

Souls of lov,ers lost in music ! Yo^i who 
were ^beloved of Paxt 

t * • 

Piping madness through th^ meadow 
< where Aie silver river ran* 

You who, favoured* of Athene, found her 

c • #, 

careless gift to man, — 
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O ^traji hTither, and recalling some such 

» 

earth-born goldeA hour ^ 

Wher^ the thrushes ^ased tpeir sorrow, and 
the laurel wgis in flowei* 

Give 4 his llftt lost child of nature one 

• * ^ 

• least pittance of your jpo^ev ! 

• * «> 

So he shall be well accounted Ipve’s own 
minstrel first and best, 

By anoth*er shy wild Syrinx when he put^ 

• the gift to* test, f 

l^or%*a single ^day immortal. ^ And the 

gods make good the rest ! 

% • 

• * 

Hear, * sweetheart, the JoneLy ^thrushes, 
pure and jri^ading up the Hove 
Frpm the dark moon-haunted hemlocks, 
and the spacious dim beech grove, 

t • 

Pierced by low.’s own silvcyr planet with 

# • • • 

a path for us to rove, 
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Comes the rapture, clear, unsullied, . un- 
disti\lcted, undksmayed, 

4 < 

Heart of eafrth that still remembers how 

• < * c 

her stre'/igth iind joy were made, 
When t‘he breath of life given»'and 

« the touch of dobm was stayed,—* 

« 

The gre^t joyance of creation welling* 

« 

' through the world once more ; 

*Love rn power and pride and passioti, 
M cryiqg still at bca^ity^s dooj; : 

* • i, » 

Soul in oonterrfplation^ ranging the ‘istar- 

lighted forest floor. 

* ^ 

Once . O little girl, lift up that dear 
wild*^tender wood-ny*^ph’s face 

f ‘ ’ 

To your lover's who so loves •yf>u, gladd/en- 
*ing all this leafy place, 

•Where as m^sic mergecl,t in moonshinie 

* * * V 

sense and spirit interlace ! ^ 
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In, th^ first of time was Hathor, the 
Egyptian Ashtoreth, ^ 

She , who Dore J^he mighty Sun and 
quickened nature with* her breath, 
Racked thi? cradle of the Nile and crave 
• men life and ^ave them* death. • 

Once to share her mysteries, .when e*arth 
^*rew green with sprin^^ there came 
'To her temple in Bubastis, nc^dy ahd 
ujiicnowr^ tc^ fame, ^ C 

A^young hei^lsiTkan golden-ha>red and tall, 

Argalioth by name. 

^ • 

• • 

Anc? his undeflowere^i boauJ:y, fair as 
' ^ lotus, sliw* as palni, • 

•With hi«* voice like sweet hill-water 
sounding in the choric* psalm,* 

t • 

Touched thei .mighty heaj;t there brooding 

# • * • 

in inviolable j:alm. 
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And a sigh as of the wind arose ; the 

song V/as hushed ; the veil 

( 

Of the Shrin'e/ which none might enter, ^ 

V 

moved and shimmered like a sail 
dr the golden boreal lights*‘«that »^h&ng 
• across ocar Northern trail. * 

« 

In astonishment the dancers halted. Then 

. the voice* said, “ Peace ! 

* . ‘ * 

Let my ^son Argalioth come near.' It is'- 
^ gift of peace. 

4 

Henceforth ,, only . truth, and goodnV^s, 
finding virtue, shall find peace.” 

Then the lad, arose and went behind the 

i '' • 

veil, and all was still. 

Slowly, as from out all distarj/CC, rising 
faV and fine and shrill, 

Came a flute-ryatc, strong ^,,as sea-wind, 

clear as morning on the hill. 
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7 ? 


Grew a;id* gained and swelled and 
triumphed, lingerii^ from toiac to tone, 
Golden^ deep to silver treble*, pure and 

passionate and lone, • 

• . , 

Marfiin^r tirni^ to things eternal, touching 

4)ounds of spirit’^ zone. • • 


C^'illing all the space between with all tke 
^ .wonder and despair — • , 

R^ach ai^l compass and fulfilmeiU souh 
t:ould ever dream or dare — ^ 

or tus bliss be^'on^i all telling, when the 
wild sense grows aware. 


^Then f)efore those spel^-bound ^watchers 
From the Jtlfily Place returned 
’ Thg youth, ^irt in scarlet linen, with a 
countetTance where burned • 

The gireat glor^ of his vi.'^ion and the* 
seci:‘et he had fearned. 
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In his hand a yellow flute-reed l^pund 
witk seven silver bands ; 

From brown foot to rdd-TOld hair a 
figure that might haunt all lands 
With distraction and cntliSnlmen»t,.»while 
♦ this earth in bbauty stands. • < 

Not a \Yord he spoke ; serenely trod thi 
« • 
marble' to the door ; 

i 

• « 

Set the flute to mouth, and pip'mg strains 
\ no ear had heard before, * 

Passed cut through the ^golden wither, 
and no man beheld him more. 

< I 

( • 

Yet there .lingered, ah, what music ! Not^ 

a li<>tener in that farong, ^ - 

♦ ' 

Through the years that came upon him, ' 
^ but at times would hear' the long 
Piercing anc^ melodious qadence, .summer- 
sweet and auturnn-strong, 



tHE M 




FLUTE 




Hcfird ^o* long ago ; and always, as if 
musing, he would say, ^ 

“ It is, Ilathoi^s mamc flute.* ‘In some blue 
valley far away, * 

By A well j^ltiong the palms, her wanderer 
• has paused to f>lay ! • • 


^ For through all the earth he*wande^ed 
with his magic pipe ; aiTd none * 
Heard that piping, but they straightway 

kn^^v that* th^ir old life wgs dor^, ^ 

• *• 

And the glagiour was upon *thcm, pru- 

deuce lost and freedom won. 

% • 

f 

• t 

He if was who touched^with .mr^dness, soft 
^ sweet irU'hiess of the spritig, ^ 

Xhe green-throated frogs, whose chorus* 
makd^ the grassy meadows ring. 

And .the birds, who come jvith April aixi 
?hust break their heart or sing ; 
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Touched his fellow mortals evei;i with a 
madness of thc' mind, 

Till they tocr must rise andTollow, leaving^ 
sober tacks behind, 

VVhile a "thing called love pct^isesseo^ them 
- with aacraving j^tveet and blind, ‘ 

And they knew no fear thereafter, save ' 
the one* supreme despair, — 

Having loved to lose the loved one, the 
\ one lovely friend coul/J share ' 

The vast Ipneliness of being. What 'mute 
bitterness were there ! 

And we all ^re Hathor’s children, bojtheis 
of the frogs and bird% .. 

, Who have listened once foreva^-Jto the pipe 
t/hose rrVagic words * 

None c£in fathom^' though we follow 
dumbly as'^ the flocks and herds. 
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I Inenceforth howsoe’er we wander, all our 
care is but to knpw ^ • 

Truth, the Soiceress whose sft«ll of beauty 

t * • • ^ 

can entrance us so, , 

As it - was ^vith happy lovers •in their' 
^ •wisaom long ag^%. , , 


• And to all men once a lifetime comes th,at 

7 music sweet ailtl shrill, ^ 

• ’ • * 

l^leading »for the ’•liil^’s perfection, ^ gooc^ 

• • preferment over ill, * / 

, • ™ ^ * f 

Hfeai^f y’s issue from debasement, the de- 
liverance of will. 


^ Many^hear it not, or hearing turn with 
heedless hea*rts away, i 

• Or their .soy), is deaf with greed br lli:^ or 

• * . • • 

• anger^or dismay, • • 

And the precipus fat(?FuT momenj; passes. 
BClt the wise *are they* 
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Who preserve without disquiet 'the serene 
and open mind, 

The impassiei^ied poise of spirit, lodged in 

senses m,ore refined, 

< 

Yhan the* quaking aspen breached ,or). by 

s 

the unj^pen secret wind. ’ « 


So(. in spite of tears and turmoil many a 
radiant hour they*'know, 

Hearing o’er the roofs of men the far off 
'magic wood pipes blow^, * 

With a message for the morrow bicfoling 
them arise and go. 

, I 

And that message? What 1 cherish ‘most, 
this s)veet white nigbij^f June, 

When from .sheath of fragrant^ lace-work 
siips one- shoulder, like the# moon 
From the^ pine-tops ‘with a Justrc such as 
made its 16ver swobn. 
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,Ofice on ^ Latmus ; when your hair falls, 
like a vine the st^^s peep tjjrcAigh ; 

Whenp I kiss <^our heart o«5i, much as 

I ,• • • , 

mighty Pan the reed-pi tl; drew, 

And ,,ypur J^eath in orie ‘‘ Bdoved ! ” 
:insv^ers like the reed he bjew ; ^ 

^haf I prize most and most treasure, 
* is this knov^ledgri great and sure : 

He who lyiows loi^e, •knows tlfc secret, — 

• iie who has love has the !ure,r— ^ 

# * • • * 

Oii* the ’strain whereto this earth was 

' # • 

moulded »well and must endure. 

• » 

• • 

Hush, iah, hush! Lie still I The music 
is not yet gcgic from •the firs, 

Haply here tl^ Ancient Mother, in this 

• * • 

I solitud^^ of hefs, t • t 

Where the mighty vei> a( silence, leaves 

• •• * • • 

an^ stars, the hill-vvind •stirs, 
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Some new larger revelation would vouch- 
sa'ie^o you and me, 

Of the sorcnVies of summei^ or the .’Secret 
of the sea, 

t 

''Whose ‘sheer beauty shalk* entlv'a,h us 

\ 

^ while jts truth shall set us flee.* 

O my golden Syrinx, surely we have. 
€ 

heard the magic 'Mlute, 

Whose dark, wild mysterious transport /n 
a moment can transmute • 

< I 

All the heart and life forever, iT?^kilig 
* » 

spirits that were mute 
Musical and glad ! And we have Ifetened 

i ^ * 

to that lost flute-stfain, 

I < ' < 

Whose long, sweet and sobbing minor is 
• the reebrd of the rain, — 

Whose proud passihn is thp gladness when 
the spring comes ‘t)ack again. ^ 



THE I^AQIC FLUTE Sf 

Ha^k, the thrushes at their fluting ! The 
old wizardry and* stress ^ 

Of &n,trancen?ent aj*e upon *thejn. Wise 
ones of the wilderness, • 

Who -ean bjffy but they have burdens of 
^a joy beyond otir guess ?» • 


h • 

Long since did th^ meigic minstrel take 

them silent f^^om the boifgh 

• • • 

In his hands, and with the secret breath 

J their throats endow, * ^ 

As tliis roscrrfd mouth of beaiit}^ burning 
' < meward I do now ! • 



A :v HEPHERD‘ IN LESBOS^ 


All ni^^ht long my cabin roci^ respupcled 

s 

• With the. mighty iViurmur of th^ rani; 
All night long f heard the silver cohorts 
Tramping down the valley to the plain ; 

» 

All night long the ranging nain-drop^ 

; volleyed ^ » 

On the hollow drum-heads of the hav^s 
‘ 

In a wild tattoo, while gusty hill-winds 
Fifed The Voung Pans’ March about the 
eaves/ 

So all night wifnin the mountain forest, 
Pa<ssed*thc shadowy forces review; 
And they bore me back to time’s beginning 
When the wbndeV of khe world wc>s new. 
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Then frorft out the "loom there came a 

• • 

vision • ^ • 

(X the beamty of the carfk of old, — 

7 ‘he unclouded face and gracious figure, 

. ^ • • 

E^l^ted '^th laurel and green-stolcd, 

Such as Daphne wore the day sjie 

% 

wandereS • ^ 

^ Through the ^ileht beech-wood^ of the 
• sod, ^ 

Whefi a sunray through the roof of shadows 
Wheeled ttnd stole behind her where she 
* tr®d.— 


When the Idv’eliness of eftrth, transfigureef 

• • • 

By one4;ouch »f rapture, s^rett^ di'*ine, 

Ere it fled before the*i»iveiled presence 

• • , • * 

To,ki-dvvell foriwer its green shrine. 
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t i 

Like a mist I saw the hair's gold glory,' 
The ^raye eyes, the childish scarlet lip, 
And the ros^-pink fervour t»hat afforded 

% t 

Soul the sheath to fill from tip to tip. 


6n her mouth .she laid a warning finger, 
And h^': slow calm enigmatic smile 
Told me, e/'e she spoke, one half the 
ihessage ; 

. Then I heard (my hearf stood ..still the 
while), 


‘‘ Mortal, vouldst/hou know the maddening 
' transport. ^ ^ 

No^ meijy garth-born Iwer may attain. 
Till some woodland (,deity hath loved him, 
And her bea^uty mouiited to his J^rain ? 
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• . ' 

“ Thenceforth he becomes, witli her for 

mistress, * • 

• ^ 

ivfaster of tlic moods aiu^ minejs of men, 

Mouldinec as he. will theT deeds and 

• • dari;;^^ ^ 

# 

All their follies open to hi'? ken ; • 


♦ . 


‘‘Yet is he a wanctcrer forex^^r, • 

• • • 

• Withotit. respite seckinf^ the unknown. 
XvSuld.'^ thou#lc^ve the world^ *for V^ne^ 
% who offers * • 

But the beauty bounded by her zone?” 


When I woke ift j^oldcn mornii»i^ dyeing 

• ^ ^ 

^The darl^ .valley and the purple hill, 

Flushing the doorway of the for At, 
Flowered mounfaih laurel, #0001 and 

••still. * • / " 
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\ , 
How I chose ? Have ye not*" heard, in 

LesLos 

Of a m^d ^*oung shepherd *by the .sliorc, 

Whose wild pfping bids t^he traveller tarry 

* « * 

Some immortal sorrow to deplore?* 


On a morning by the river marges 

* ♦ < 

Many- a passer-by hath heard .thUt strain^ 
Swe^t and sad and stranvm and full* of 

V ' fv Li 

longing 

As a bird-note through the purple rain. 


In a maze the haunted music, holds them 

WAh it!^ nrfeaning past ^11 gue#!s or care ; 

With its .magic n5te the lo/iely cadence 
* 0 * 
Swells and sinks and *dies upon thv> air ; 
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• • 

!^njd they*say, “It is the stricken shepherd 
Whom the nymphs enchantment set 

• ’ • ^ astrayf ^ 

And the spell of his bewildering vision 

•hjc^lds him fast a loveV from •that da>^. 

•• % 

• • • 

“ I^is dark theme no mort^.1 may interpret: ; 

But forever when the wood-} 4 ipes Mow, 

• ^ 

Some remembered ^and myS^erious echo 
Calls unresisting and we gd” 



DAPHN^ 

I KNOW that face ! '' , 

C * 

In some lone forest place, 

When June brings back the laurel to !he 
' ' hill.-, ^ , • 

Where shade' and sunKght lace,' 

Where alTday long 

The brown birds make their song — 

A music that seems never to hav^ known 

« • 

Dismay nor haste nor wrong — 

# 

I *once before 

Have ^seen«.thge by the skore, 

As if about to shed ♦"‘he flowery guise 
And be thyself pnee* moie. ' 



DAPllNE 


rJcar, shj^, ^ioft face, 

With just the elfin trace • * 

^TTiat*lends thy^iuman beauty t?ie last touch 
^Of wild, elusive cfrace ! • 

Can* it t)e true, * • 

• • • • 

A god did once pursue 

o 

•Thy gleaming beauty through the glimmer- 
ing wood, * 

■fll^nched® iri the f)orian dew, • 

V - *• 

Too ijiad to s^ay * • 

His hot and headstrong way, 

Demen teef by tljc fragrapee of thy flight, 
Heedlf^s of thy disma)^ * 


But I to th^« 

•More gentt/ fond would be, * 

Nor less a lover woo tfiee with soft words 

^ • * f * 

Andj\^oodland melody; 
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Take pipe and play 
Each for^^t fear a^^ay ; 

Win thee idle in the lei.fy shade' 

All the long, summer day ; 

< 

Tell thee old tales * ' • 

Of love, that sttil avails 
^ore than all mighty things in this great i 
world, ♦ * 

Still wonder works nor* fails ; 

s 

V * < 

Teach thee new lore, 

How to love more and more, 

And find the* magical delirium . 

( I 

In joys un^essed before. 

1 would try ovtr 

Andr ovdf to discover 

Some wild, sweet, •’roolish, irresistible 

• < < ^ I , 

New way to be thy lovel* — » , 



l^APJiNE 

• $ 

New, wopdf-ous ways 

To fill thy golden days, ^ • 

T^y lively pa^an body with*Tde light, 

; ’ • • 

Thy loving heart with praise^ 


9P 


• * • 

For I would learn, 


Dcey in the brookside fcri^, 

^The magic of the syrinx whispcri^ low 
With bubbly fall and turn ; 


M/)ck»ef^ry note * 

% • 

Of the grcci# \^oodbird s throat, 

^Till some^wild strain, impasifioned yet serene, 
Shouy form and float ^ • 


Far lihrough^the hills* • 

• • • 

Where m^ljow sutilight fills 

The world withjoy, antf from the purple vines 

The iMtiw of life (distils, • 



y2 
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Ah, then indeed 

Thy hear^' should have no need 

To tremble ^t a footfall in^the brake, 

And bid thy bright linnbs speed. 

' ' ' . 

^ t 

But night >^00^ come, * 

And I should ^make thy home 

• * 

.Tn the deep pines, lit by a yellow star 

Hung in the? dark blue dome— 

* ♦ • 

'' * 

,A fVagrant house * ' ^ 

Of wov^en* balsam boughs, ^ * 

Where the great Cyprian mother should 
receive 

« 

Our wariTi unsullied vows 
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Where ^re you gone from the forest, 
Lf^ving the niounteiin-side lonely 
And all the l^ccch woods desei-^d, 

O my dear Dayht^ ? » 


^tlipi' day lon^ I go seeking^ ^ 
Trace of yyJ^r flowerlike footprint. 

Will not the dew on the •meadow 

» 

Tell tale of l3aphne? * • 

WWl not tfec sand bn tiie sea-shore 
Treasure that r»agical impi^ss^ « 

For the disconsolate^lgnging 

• • • • 

Lovot of Daphne ? • • 
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THE LOST DRYAD 

• r 

Will not the moss and the fein-bcd 

« • 

Bearing;* t(ie mould* of lier beauty, 

Tell me vvlY^-re wandered ^md rested* 

* * 

Rose-golden , Daphne ? 

« 

4 , , * 

All the night through I go hearkening 
Every wild murmurous echo, — ^ 

‘Hint oEyour laughter, — the birdlike 
Voice of my Daphne. 

♦ 

"^Why^do the poplar ledvcs whisj^r , \ 

Things to themselves in the < silence,^ 
Though no wind visits the valley, 
Daphne, my Daphne? ^ 

r ♦ -* 

0 

I 

♦ 

Listen ! I hear’ their small voices, 

An tlfin^imi^ltitudc, mingle, « 

Lisping in silver-*leaf language, 

“ Daphne, O Daphne ! ” 
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Listen ! I Jiear fhe cold hill-brook 

• • 

Plash down the clove on its pebbles, 

Atic!#the ravip^ drenched in ^loonlight 

• . • • • 

Echoing, Daphne ! ” 


“ DctJ^hne,” the rain says at nightfall ; 
Daphne.” the wind breatTies at morning f 

'And a voice troubles the hot noon 

• ^ 

Uttering “Daphne/' • 


• • # • 

Ah, \^h;i# impassic^ied remembrartce,^ 

In tlife dark,pincs*in the starliglit, 
^'ouches the dream of your* wood- thrush, 
O my lost Dajfline. • * 


Dyefng hi.^ flecp like* a Iflibble 

• • * 

? Coloured Jfor joy, ^nd the no%e cT>mei, 

Golden, enchanted, etefrwal, 

• • 

Calling •for Daptinfi ! 
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THE LOST DRYAD 


O Mother Earth, at how'' many 
Thresholds of lone-dw'elling^ mortals 
Must I, a \^^yfarer, tarry, 

Asking for Daphne ? 

« 

♦ , 

How many; times see their faces ‘ 

tFade to incredi^/ious wonder. 

Hearing in some remote vale 

The Kory of Daphne,' 

‘ * * 

« 

Erq. I ^t last through the twilight 
Hear the soft rapturous outcry, 

n 

And as of old there will greet me 
Far-w andered Daphne ? 
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[ftith done this*thing? WJiat wondcy 

* is^ this* that lies • 

^ • 

On the green eartli so still under purjDle^ 

skies, ^ , 

a h^/acinth ^haTt the careless , mower 


* • has cut 0 

0 ^0 ^ 

A^id ^tlioiurht of no more ? 




^Vho haWi wrought this^ pitiful wrong on 
tkc lovely earth ? • 

What ruthless hefnd could ruin tj^iat harm- 

^ • * o 

less n^'rth? 

® ^ * 

O heart things* what undefing is nere, 

never now 

To bek fnended mefre ! 
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No more, O beautiful boy, shall thy fleet 
feet st'^ay 

Through the cool beech ‘ wood on tJie 
shadowy mountain way, 

Nor halt by the well at noon, nor tranriple^ 
the flovV^ers 
*■011 the forest floor. 

Thy beautiful light-seeing gold-green eyes, 
so glad 

Whnn diay came over the hill, so wondious 
sad r 

« ' 

When the burning sun went slowly under 
the sea. 

Shall look no more. ‘ 

4 

i 

Thy nimble fingers that plucked the fruit 

I * 

from the bough, 

Or fondled the hymph's bright hair and 
< ^ • 
filleted brow, ^ 



the; D5AD FAUN 99 

Or* playe9 the wild mellow pipe of thy 
father Pan, • • * 

*^hall *play nft more. ^ * 


Xh^ s^nsit^Ve ears tljal knew all the speech 
• Qf the^ wood, ^ ^ 

Ev»ry call of the birds an*d the creatures, 

I • 

and undetiiitoq^i ^ 

What the wind ®to« the wat«r said, what 
/ ^ the river implied, , ^ 

^aH bear no mcffe. * • 


Thy scaflet ary:! lovely, mouth which the 
fir.yads knew, ** 

Dear whimsical* ardent 

• ^ • 

^ spokefjthrough, 

For all tRe kisses of life thaf it took and 
g^ve, • 

ShalUsay no more. ^ 


mouth t that lo^e 
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Who hath trammelled those f^et that 
never cgain shall rove ? ^ 

Who hath bound these harAis that^ never 
^ again shall move ? * 

Who hath quenchgd the lanf^p in cth6se, 
« eyes that never again * ' 

Shall be lighteff more ? 

Who hath j^topped those ears from our 

' * I 

heurt-broken words forever ^ • 

^Who< ha,th sealed that w\)nderful mo^ath 

with its secret forever ? ^ 

* « * 

Who hath touched this innocent being 

with pitiless , death, ^ ' 

« 

And he is no* more ? ^ 

« ♦ 

He was fair as a mortal and , >:piritual as 
a flower ; ♦ 

"He knew no *hate, but wa« happy ^within 

, * I 

the hour. 
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• • 

The God« had given him beauty and 
freedom and joy^ ^ • 

•iSotdd they g^ve no more? y 

• • 9 


• Is theij* wisdom £yid power so fond a 

* tiling? * • ■ t 

• • • ^ 

Mijst he perish, nor e\jer return widi 

returning Spring, , , 

But be left like a dead-ripd fruit bn the 

• • 0 

» ^rofind for a stranger • 

To find and dJpUprc? 

• • • 


• They h^ve given to mortal man the im- 

• • 

#mortal scope, * • 

The perilous chance, unx^st ancl remem- 

• • • • 

brang^ and hope, • 

• ' * 

That imperfectioM may come^ to ^^erfection 
still 

By %o?Tie fabled shore. 
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c* 

Did they give this being, this marvellous' 

I ** 

work of their hcyids, , 

No breath <y[ the greater ilife withOt^* 
grief and demands ? 

* I 

Ufo beauty and love without bitter k,np\t - 

■ ^ ledge attain • • i ' 

Tills and no mo#e? 

^ 4 

The \^id m^iy whispef td him, he will 
heed no ^nore ; ^ ^ 

The^ leates may murmurt. and lisp, ke ‘ 

• V. * , < ^ ♦ 

will laugh no more ; * • 

“ * c » 

The oreads weep and be heaV^y at heart 
for him, ' 

« • 

He will care ‘n(?. more. i 

Tfie reverberant ‘thrushes ma)/ 4 peal from 
tHe liemkock glooms,* « 

The summer cjouds* be woyen on azure 
looms ; 
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• • 

He is d^ne with all lovely things of 
eai^h forever 
Ani ever m(jre. 



HYLAS 


Qool were the Q’jrey- mottled beeches*, 
Quiet with noon were the fern-beds, 
WKere^by thc^ bubbling* spiing water 

Tarried young Hylas.* 

* 

Whistlhxg a song of the rowers. 
Dipping his jar till it gurgled. 
Suddenly there ‘the bright naiads 

(Woe for the^, Jdyias ! ) 

• 

Ldoked and beheid his fair be2i«^ty 

* * 

Better itht?lr v^^ell-head, and straigh,tway 
Exquisite longing possessed them 
Only for Hylas.* 
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he i^turn^d not at sundown, 
‘‘Over said his ^ompankgis,* 

Ag sto^ dismay came upon ?hen^ 

‘4 Tarries young H^l as.” • 

Never again did his comrades 
• * • 

Fin(^ the lost rower, nor n\aidens 

See from their doorways at twilight 
Home-coming Hylas. ^ 

# • Q 

• • • 

Tben(^e^rth another must labour 
To tli*h timed* thufl of his rowlock, 
^nd only legends keep tally 
Of the lost HyTas. • , 


• ^ • * 

Yet even r^v, when the Springtime 

•Visits the© valley, and rain-wi^ds 
Voyage for lan^s undiscovered, 

As oi»c5 did Hyla^, , • 


I05‘ 
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HYLAS 


With a great star on the hill-crcst 
In purple ^^vening, .a flute-note ♦ 
Pierces the f'usk, and a voice calls, 
“ Hylas, Hylas ! ” 



AT PH^i'^RA’S TOMB , 

•* • 

# • • • 

What old grey ruin can this be, 

Besi4e the blue Saronic Sc^ ? 

^What tomb is tj;iis, what temple here, 

, Thus side by side sc^ many a^ year ? 

• • • 

TY^is ^hat temple PhsedrJ built 
To Aphrodite*, having split 

Her whole heart’s great warm love in 

0 • 

vain, * * • 

• • 

•One lovely mortal’s love tg gain <5 
Yet 4rustinjj^by that»fervgnt wilf, 

^Cohsurfiing •and uficonquered stilly 

• • 

In spite of failure and#of fate, 

By fat^qur of tf?^ gods^to sate * 

• 9 

ig? 



'.io8 ' AT PHAEDRA’S TOMB 

« I 

Her splendid lost innperiOas 
Mad love^for young Hippolytus, , 

Whose brilliant beauty seeuned to glow* ’ 
Like a tall 4^1p in rosy snow, 

\Vhile Idve and passion, wind and .fire, 
Fl^fed through the field of her desirs^. 

Great Mother, come from Paphos now 
Witfw benediction on thy 'brow. 

And pity! Not beneath the suia 
Li'/es .^uch another hapless one. 

V. ' . ' • 

O Aphrodite of the sea, 

For love have mercy upon me I 
Give me his beauty ,now to slake 

4 

This body’s* longing and soul’s ach^ 
Touch his colcf heart unvil he know 
the divine sorrbw of love’s ^e.” 

« • 4 

• • 

What madness hers, what .folly his ! 

* • « ' 

And all their beaiity corrie to thi^> . 



AT PH^^DRA^S TOMB 109^ 

Epitome 04 * moi^tal doom — 

A nam% a story, and^a tomb ! 

• • 

€-fav 6 not ^een the fog fijfcm sea 

On Autumn mornings silentjy 

^StCaLJn to ^and, and wrap the fun 

Witii its grey, cold ^oblivion ? ^ 

m 

• • 

The goddess would not smile on her. 

On him no geiftlef mood cc^fer. ^ 

He must fid^h liis maidCn whim ; 

* • • • 

Shfi still must kiash her love for him, # 

• ® I * 

A® fafley lawless and superb, ^ 

Too wild to tame, too strong to curb, 

•Too gr^t for her tp swerve or stay 

• • 

In c^r half-hearted moderp ^ay. 


Have ye yft seen tfie fc^ froiE land 
Blow oujj to sea,® and leave ^le Banfl 

Of orange marsh and*Ulac shore 

• * • • • 

To brefod in AliUimn jpeace once' more? 



MIO AT PH^DRA’S TOMB 


So tnere survives the m^gic fame 
Of her in^perishabla name, — 

Light from’a time when kve was, great, 
And strong .hearts had no fear of fate, ' 
But lived and strove and Wrought and 
.. died, 

With beauty f6r their only guide. 


And yet this temple raised and wrought 
With prayers and tears, availed her naught. 
The 3/ears wit 1 it have had thein v/ill . 
Her soft name is a by-word still ' 

For thwarted spirit, vexed and teased 

»i ^ 

By yearnings thac cannot' be eased, — 

O 

The soul that chafes upon the mesh 
Qf tenuous yet galling flesh.^ 

s ^ * 

* « 

Jiow blue that n>i^day sh^^dow is 

In the white cKist^pf Argblis ! . 



AT PH^DRA’S TOMB iiu 

This is he? tomi>. . . . See, near at iiand, 

• > 

This m5^rtle ! Here she used to s<:and 
^^osfe^days wjien her love-hjtunted eyes 
-^aw her new-builded hope*arise, 

Wfit«|jij^g tlje masons set* the stbne, 

** • • • 

And fifigering her jewelled zcyie, 

Or moving* restless to ani fro, 

I • 

I Her pale brows knit a little, so. 


Look Jt^ we^^ le^f pierced ^hrou^h and 
^ » through ! 

I ^oifb? not the gold pin the drei^ 

» # • 

From her dark hair, and, as the storm 
Of love^swept through her* lovely form 
With^pique and passion, th»;ust on thrust^ 
Vented her vehcwnence. (3 dust,* 

That once-^templed sUilh a flame ^ 
With beauty, colour, line ancj nafhe,* 

And gave great Love^a. dwelling-place^ 

* * ^ • 

Behind* so fair, *83 sadT^a face. 



,112 AT PH^DRA’S TOMB 

t' f 

Whece is thy wilful day-dreare now, 

That passionate lig, that moody ^ brow ? 

Ah, fair Greek woman, if there bloom 
Some flower of knowledge ht the gJodm,, 
Receive the piteous, 'loving sigh ' ' 

\Df one more liitkless passer-by. 

Peace, peace, wild heart ! Unsatisfied 
Has 'every n.ortal lived and died. 

Since ^hy dear beauty found, a 
Forever with the dreaming dead. 

< ^ • l c ^ 

In seagirt Hellas long ago, 

Immortal for thy mortal woe I 



t.he'prav’er of the reed player 

* * • . 

t 

» , » , 

0 PIPES of Pan, * 

Make me a man, 

• » 

As only your piercing musi^: can ! * • 

’set; k’p 

your reedy* lip^, I , ' ^ 

A*nd,,you feel th^ urging man-bre'ath slip 

’Througja fibre and ilake, 

Bidciinjr you wake • 

To the strange ntew being l5r beauty*s sake, 
0 * * 

1 pra^/ be • 

Returnefi to me * » 

The strength the hills and ,the strength 

©f'the sea. ‘ ^ * 
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THE PRAYpR 


I14 

( 

0 river reed, 

In whom thr3 need • 

Of the jojurneying river onc« was fr.eed, 
As of old yov.r will 

Was the water*s will, / ’ 

• I 

Tq quiver ahd call or* sleep and bi slill, 

go' now anew , : 

1 breathe in ^you ♦ , 

Th^ ardour no alchemy ca^n subdue, ^ 
VVnd ad'j the (iream, — *' 1 ^ * 

The immortal gleam * * 

That never yot fell on meadow or, 

9 ^ 

stream. # 


1 1 breathe and bfow 

On your dui'ab mouth so, 

« 

Till your, lurking ‘soul is alive and a^low, 
Ah, breathe in*me^* * * 



OF THP REED PLAYER i^s 

The strength of the sea, 

The c?llm of the hilte and tlfe. strength of 

\ ^ the sea ^ • » 


CoV, joy^and fear, ^ 

Fr?)nnr my faint heart here, * • 

Sh^ll melt in your cadency wild and clear. 

With freedom and hope , • 

* • 

I range and grope, * • • * 

• • ;? 

Till*f 4ifld aew stops in your earthty scope. 

• * • 

^ c ^ f • ^ 

The^ pleading strain • 

Of pathos and pain, 

The difninished chofd aj^d the lost refrain ; 
Th^ piercing sigh, * ^ 

The joyous cry* ^ ^ 

The jenst*ef what shall be bye anc^ byS ; 


The^rief untold ^ 
Out^of^man’s heart olfl. 



fi6 THE PR^Y^:R 

Whicli endures that another still, be 

bold ; ^ a • 

The wisest: will i 

# 

That foregoest self-will 

And aspires to truth beyond tra/nmel ih ; 

* • 

t 

Ambition unsuref, 

« 

And the splendid lure 

Of, whim in Ivs harleqifin vestiture ; 

And the readi of sound * • . 

• • • 

Int6 thought’s nrofound ; * 

’ V 

All the.?e J add to your power darth- 

♦ • 

bound ; 

r 

9 \ 

But most, the awe c 

That perceives ^vhere law* 

^ revealed at laj^x without faultier flaw, — 
The touch of mind ' # 

That would search *and find 

The measure of bea^jty, the purpose 6f ):ind. 



OF TFtE 5LEED PLAYER if; 


S® wit^ *the ^re 

Of mfln’s desire • • , 

» # % 

.Your notes •shall outreach the# mountain 

choir. ^ • 

brieze, and ^Ird 

SRalt hear the Wcjrd, • • 

A^id know^ ’tis their roaster they have 
heard. . 

• * r 

Anri J;he \fm\y reed, * • 

Whose only need I / * ^ 

‘VVas to sigh \^ith the wind •in the river 
weed, 

* ShalLbe heard as# far 
A# ^'om star to star, • 

Where Algol ^inswers to Algebar. 

• s •• 

For tl^ soul rrtust trace • 

Her wondrc^is race * • . 

• • • • 

B>a* seventh* s«nse on the charts of space 



THE PRAYE^R 


iv8 

Till she come at last, 

Through th^ i /ague and vast, • 

To her ov/n heart’s haven fixed and. fast. 


O pipes of Pan, • ^ 

Whose music ran 

' « 

I'hrough the world ere evc'* my age 
began, ^ . 

vVhen I set my lip , 

,To your woodland lip, ' * 

pray so'me drdft of yoKr virtue sljo 

V " ^ 


From each mellow threat, h 

As note by note^ 

A learner, I try^for the selret rote, — 

Th,^ rhythm and fneme 
That skalt ble*id man’s dream 

I 

Of perfection ^ with nature’^s imperfect 
scheme ! t 



OF THE REED PLAYE*R no 

• • 

•Blow low, blo^ high, • 

• ^ 

Yov Jiaunting cry ^ 

me, a wayfarer passings by ; 

• • • • # 

Blow soft or keen, * 

lis^n an^^ lean * • • 

T(| (iatch^what yc^ur whispered messages 


I shall hear atid Jieed • 

The voice of the itied, < 

4 « • • * ^ • 

»And be glad of my kinsfollt’s word,« 
> ^hrdeed. . 

• w * 

I shall hearken and hear 
.Your untroubled cheer • 

Frgm the earth’s deep heart, serene and 


felow cold and «hrill • • 

t 

As the wind from tlfb^ hill, 

® ^ ^ ® 

I yft*shall foUojv to jeatn your will ; 


9 



1,20 THE PRAYER 

6 r 

Blow ^oft and warm ^ 

As an April |,storm, , 

I shall listeA and feel ny/ soul ^ ^clkfe 
form. 


Bk-w glad and strong 

* • 

As the grosbeaWs song, e o 

An(J I mount with you over hurt and 
•wrong; 

Blow liftle and thin * ' ^ * 

S\s the c^ickePs^ din it. ^ * 

% ^ ^ 9 

But my door is wide, and I bid them in. 


f 

Blow, blow thl there be 
Inbreathed in rftc ^ 

Tinge of the loarA and tang oT.^he sea, — 
A vagrofti m^n, * ^ 

Favoured of Pan, e * 

* . ^ •* 

I 4 < 

Made out of ardou;^ and* sinew and trn, 



OF THE REED PLAYEll i2V 

• • 

With the €eeirbg eye • 

For mgadow and sky^ ^ 

• • • 

Thtf want on]y beauty can Satisfy, 

,,And the wandering will, 

*r4?^s^questmg wilf, * • * 

Th« kiquisitive, ghwd, unanxi(jus will, 


• # 

That must up ^ind away 
On the brave essa); 

^ ^ 4 . 

W the fair^nd far through the 



long sweet . 


Of tlie fine and true. 

The wondrous and new, • 

All the warm radiaift bright \^orld through. 


Blow tune • ^ 

• 0 •* ^ f 

Of the^ipe red •moon, • 

I shall sleep ^like a cTiild by the roadside 

• s®on ; • • 



J22 


THE PRAYER 


* « 

And ihe tune of the sun ; 

When our ^ping is done, 

« « ^ 
Lo, others shtW finish what v^e have begun. i 

* ' '• I 

For the spell we ca,st 

S|;^all prevail at last,— 

' # 

When fault is forgotten and failure pa^t^ — 

Prevail and restore 

To eurth onch more 

The lost enchantment, the wQndfej^-lere. 

V ^ 

V \ 

It 

V 

% ^ 

And I must attain 

To the road again, 

♦ 

With the wandering dust and the wander- 

*• I 

ing fain,— ^ 

A sojbufner too » 

My way pursue, ^ • 

Who am spirit ^nd^substj.nce, even f.s*^you. 



OF THE REED 

• • 

player' 123. 

^TEen give -me ihe slow 

• 

Large will to grow, , 

% ^ 

At four fellojvs down 

by Ae brookside 

\ grow. 

• 

• 

Ab,\l^low, a^d breM 

• 

In* iiiy« manhood’s nted 


Ahe long ^weet patience •of flower and* 

) seed ! ^ 

• 

• # 

• 

O pipep^ef f^n, 

c 

M^e me a man, 

• 

As^ only your earthly music caij ;• 

And create in me 


jft-om >^ur melody ^ 

• 

The«trjength of the hills 

a«d The strength 

of the sea ! 




THE TIDINGS TO 6lAF 

This is a qtiestioii arose iris the Norsdand 
‘ lo7tg ago, ^ , 

A*dout tJie time of Y^de, the season of joy ^ 
and snow, 

t • 

To-morrow, our Christsuas Day, j^ou 
answer straight anti true, ‘ 

After these thoitsand years, when the question 

comes t(f you 9 

« % 

• 

Olaf sat 'on his% throne, and* t};\e priest of , 
^riTt:)r s^-ood by ; ' ^ 

And the King’s % eyes weje grey as the 

« ' t * • 

December wsk^*^. < 


12^4 



THE TipiTs^pS TO OLAF i2> 

shall we serve, O King — tHb god 

of«t:hy fathers, Thor, % 

• • • 

WhS pade u§ lords of the ^a, and gave 
us our land in war, 


i • • ^ 

Who follows our battle flag over t^e 
% barren tjj-ine, t 

Who braces the bursting heart when the 
rowers *bend in line, * * % 


“\Vl^#hath made*us the fear of tlie world, ^ 
and the env^ of the earth, 

^hose splendour sustains us in death, who 
h^th given us plerfty foi^ dearth. 


CTr this ^jJbor, though^ridden Jew, ^n 

* # * . f 

outcast who^e head wa^ priced 
At thirty pieces of silver,^ this friendless 
•anarchist, Christ ? # • 



'126 THE TIDINGS JO OLAF 


‘‘Is not thine empire spread over , the 
Wester^! Isles ? 

Are not, thy, people sown * wherever the' 
sun-patE smiles ? ^ 

‘SDo there not come to thee iron and 

* # 

gems and ./:orn ? 6 

Does not thy glory blaze wherever our 
i 'trade is borne ? 


“ Over the red sea-rim thy galleys gb*dovm 
with the sun ; 

Beyond the gates of the storm thy writtep 
mandates run. 


“."feehold, new lahds arise to the lift of 
tliy^daring prows, 

And health and riches and joy prosper 
thy fir-buill? h'-use. ' 



THE TipiNpS TO OLAF i2> 


*Is, there* lack to thee of aughl the 
^ ^ strength of thy folk cari'^ive, 

k^h?n^the wi^ and the longing fome to 

» 

stretch out thy hand an^ live ? 



J Honey and fruit and wine, ire they n^t 
^piled on^the board ? * 

Do not a hundred tribes pay tribute to 

* » 

our Lord ? 


‘ Qla^ beloved of \he gods ! Is there an 
outland tongue, 

Is there an isle of the sea where thy praise 

has not been sung? • 

• 

“ Scarlet ai^cf silk and g<fld gleam on tHj^ 
bre^t and Wow. ^ ^ 

Had the king§ of the*oarth of old such 

• • * • 

holiour and fireedoiQ as thou ? 



.128 THE TIDINGt3 OLAF 

, \ 

“ Mi^ht and dominion aKd power ,and 
majesty^ are they not thine ? ^ 

Will th^ seccj of warrior kings disljdnour' 
the war-god’s shrine ? * 

' ! ■ 

' * * 

“P King, CIO I speak this day m thy 
name, or fprevermore ^ ^ 

Let perish the ancient creed? By thy 

k “• 

, ^grace, is' it Christ or Thor ? 

Olaf sat on his throne. And tho> Briijce 
of Thor gave place' 

To a pale dark monk. All eyes were 
bent orb the stranger’s face. 


King, how 5*?iall I speak* g^nd answer 
tnis wistjom of cld ? 

Yet the new tree^/bf the forest spring up 
where the oldsiare felled. 



THE TIDINGS TO-OLAF I2(^ 

'*Whcn the sciinbre and ancient flrs are 
^ 

la\d in the dust, Jn yoiiT% North, 

* > ♦ 

Phe^ tender y^un^ green of \he birch and* 

the delicate aspen put*jbrth. 

Is tEe land left na\cd and l^are, becau|e 

^ the brush-fires have run ? 

/ 

Ye have seen the soft carpet of fern sprea^l 

# -I • 

down where the blackenfng was aT)i\e. 

.1 ^ • 

witti , beauty G6d covers the ^ground, 

do acre too {)oor to befriend, 

That thou and I and all me#! may perceive 
ancl comprehencl. * • 


“ He Carrie^ die sea in Hi« hand, He ligl^^ 
tfie^stars in the sky, ^ * * 

And whispers over thy*©ul as the shadow.^ 

• *1 • * • 

yictve on the# rye. # • 


9 



'130 THE TIDlNGrS TO OLAE 

‘‘The King has his kingly* state, but ^ his 
hearty i.*^ the heart of man, <> ^ 

Swept over by clouds of gnief, thep 'sun- 
lit with joy for a span. 


“And every living spirit that is clothed 
with flesh *'and bone , 

Ts, just so much of Gpd’s being. His 
presence revealed and known. 

\ ' f 

* 

“We are, part of God’s breath, * the 

I t 

gust, wheroby thy hearth-fire is fanned. 
Is part of the wild north-wind that roU ' 

u ^ ' 

the breakers to land. , 

We are a part of His life, a/r the waves 
are a pCirt of the sea, * 

A moment uplift' in the sun, then merged 
in eternity*! 



THE TipiNpS TO -OLAF 131* 

“*W}iat is* it, *0 man and King,’ that 
^ stwetches betwccr^ us twc^n, 

Like the living tides that girjl th(j islands^ 
of the main ? « 

y What lift^ thy name, Olaf, aloft on tile 

• • 

^ shout of^thy folk in \^^ar ? 

What keeps it i^^^ajjm by the hearth? 
it the lavoui^ of. Thor ? • 


% 


Ho !• •’Tis the love of thy pet)ple, the 

• • * . 

great common love o^ thy kind, 

The thing that is old aj? the sun and 
^stronger than the vvir^d. * 


• * ^ 

“ And, Olcf^ all these thftigs, these good* 

whkh thy priest proclai^is, 

That make th«e a lord*ampng men, and 

o t • 

give, thee a flame €b(5ve names, 



^32 THE TIDINGS T^) OLAF 

, • • 

Are gifts of the spirit tf Idve. Tfike 

avv^iy^lcA^e, and •thy throne • 

'Melts like a ,\vord on the ^ir ; th^u ar,t 
€ 

a name wnknown. 


‘‘ ^.s the King heavy at heart, and no man^ 

' 4 • i 

can tell him wh}^ ; ^ i 

What docs his glory avail to put the 

^ ‘heaviness by ? * 

^ V • 

• • } t 

‘‘ But lils^ any poor nameless man^aVnong 

^ I 

men, the ip^ighty King 
Is heartened artiong his folk by the simple 

f " * 

love thfty bring. 


g ’ . ' . . t * 

Is the King \ieary in minclr and none 

l ' * r • 

can lighten his mood ; % 

4 

What cheers , him to po'ixr anew but 

# « • 

thought of*h^ people’s gooc^?‘ • 



THE T;DI 1 ^GS to OLAF 13^ 

Xo \ove, to* know, and to do ! ' So we 

, grow perfect apace, ^ 

Vhe Jiuman tmade more diyinc, the old 
to the new ^ives plac^. 


“ But who will show us the way,— |be 

• lantern and staff anti girth ? 

# 

Where is the of the World, and^t?iie 

Sweetliess of ^le Earth ? 


“JThferKing has a thousand mep, yet one 
more brave than th^rcst ; 

The King has a hundred* bards, yet one 


the wisest and best ^ 


“ The has a score* of friends, yet rne 

• # * , ® 

in#st acamnted of. # 

And now, ii* these Hirc^ were one jn 

© • • 

• coyrage, in*wisdofn^and love, 



1.34 the tidings, TO OLAF 

There w ere the matchless ^/rieKcl, wh(5se 
cause shaulcl enlist all lands, , 

f ' 

Gentle, intrepW, and true. ^ And thtre* 
O King, (^hrist stands. 

•• • 

Freedom a\\d knowledge and joy, not 

\ ^ 

mine nor at^y man’s, , 

V. 

Bqt open to all the earth without pro- 
< /Si:ription dr bans, • 

Where is the bringer of these ?,. %,His 
% 

hand is upon thy dobr. * 

And Me who kri.ocks, O King, is a greater 
God thav Thoh ^ 

“ (^af, ’tis Yule in the worltl^ the o^d 
creefls gr^pan and fall*, ^ ' 

The ice of doubt at their he^t, the snows 
of fear over%al4 



^ The tjdivgs to olaf 13*5 

‘ $ut nrAv, even now, O friends, deep 
^ ^wn in the kimdly ea?th^ 

Are ^not tht marvellous j^eeds# awaiting 

» 

the hour of birth? • 

A’-- ■ • 

“ Even now in the sunlit places, do >i(jt 

* 

^ the saj^lings prepare* 

To unfold theyr jiew growth to the l[ght, 
unsheathe theij^ rich buds on the^afr ? * 


'\JKAc'p so, from the dark, sweety mould of 
the human *heart wUl arise, 

To enmorning the world* with light and 
this life emparadise,^ • 


“ The deathless, young iflory of love. And 
v^ley and hill and pl^^n | 

And fields a^id cities ‘of ^nen, they shiill 


sorrow •again." 


t 



t .36 THE TIDING^ TQ OLAF 

For there shall be freedom a>nd pehce 
and beavMy in that far spring, / 

And folk shafr go forth without fear, too 
be glad at' their work and sing. 

r 

“ And men \V^ill hallow this day with Irlis 
name who Med on the tree. 

For the cause of eternal love, in the service 
liberty." 

O King, shall the feet of Truth ,Qome 

* 

in through thy open *‘door. 

Or alone out of nil the world be debarred ? 
Is it Christ or Thor?” 


Tht King sat on his throne, and the two 
priests stood by. 

“^And OlaPs eyes grew mild as a blue April 
sky. 
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THE TiDIN*GS TO OLaF 

s ~ ' 

7/ias were the tidings to Olaf trough f in 
" ’ t)ie early daySy ’ 

To be^ a la77ip in his hous^, ana'* a sign- 
post in^ the wg.ys. ^ ^ 

^Ini yo 2 iy men ai^ ] woumi, does it con- 

* O ‘ '/ 

cern you at all^ 

TJtjit Truth still cries at^ the cross-roads^ 
} 

and you do^ /lot heed his call ? 



THE , PRAYER IN THE, ROSE 
GAI^,,EN 

Lord of tMs rose garden, 

At the end of May, ' 
vWhere thy guests are bidden 
To tarry '/or a day, « - ^ 

, r 

ThroVigh the sweet white falling 
Of the tencjcr rain. 

With thy roses t^jeeward 
Lift this dust again. 

* Make the hdart within nie 

I 

Th^t crumbles to obey, 

Perceive a.nd know thy secret 

t 

Desire from day to Jay ; 

.138' 



'iHE* PRAYER 


Even as^thy roses, 

Knowing wher^ they ^an<i 
•Before the wind, thyjpresefice, 
Trernble at j:hy hand* 


TVIake me, Lord, for beauty. 
Only this I pray, T 

IJke my brother roses, 

• • 

Growkig day by day,* 


Body, rnTTi^l and spirit, 

• • ^ 

,As thy voi^e may urge • 

P'rom the wondrous^wi light 
At the gardei>s v^rge, 

• 

Till I be as tjjey be,^ 

• ^ 

P''air,y;hen blown away, 

Wiith a name like attarf 
^ Remembered foi^ ^ day. 
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